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Puddle of Goo 


He sat in a cream colored chair against the wall with a sly look on his handsome face as if he knew a secret. 
He was posing for a photo shoot for the upcoming tour that would take him away from me for months. That 
made me sad; we'd become so close over the last year, but | had known who he was before we started this 
relationship. | loved that he was so involved in not only his music, but his charitable pursuits. In fact that was 


how we met in a round about way. 
| worked for the CEO of a small construction business as Executive Assistant, and he, of course, was Jon Bon 
Jovi international super rock star and movie star. My boss was involved in the construction of building homes 


for low income folks and Jon was well known for helping those kinds of programs to thrive. 


Almost two years ago, Mike, my boss, plopped a huge pile of paper on my desk, mostly newspapers and 


magazines with Post-It notes sticking out marking pages. 


‘| want you to do what you can to try to get a hold of this guy," he said holding up Jon's picture in a 


magazine. "He's a rock star." 


Well living in Jersey, | knew exactly who he was and was in fact a fan of his and had dozens of concerts under 


my belt over the years. But being the professional, | tried to look a bit disinterested. "Oh? Who is he?" | asked 


looking into those piercing blue eyes that stared back at me from the magazine in my hands. 


"Well since you're not from New Jersey .. Laura, this is none other than Jon Bon Jovi! You know the song ‘Livin’ 
On A Prayer'?" he asked me. Clearly since | was not a native New Jerseyite, he thought | needed a lesson of all 
the stars that came from Jersey. 


"Oh vaguely," replied although my heart was racing just hearing the echos of that song in my head. It was one 
of my favorite songs. "Okay so how do | get a hold of a rock star then?" | had no idea. 


Mike gave me a sheet of paper with a list of names and phone numbers. "Start here and if you do happen to 
get though to someone that can get in touch with him, tell them who we are and that | want to help him build 


his houses." 


It took me months to finally hear of a person that knew Bon Jovi personally, a nun and through her, | was able 


to set up a meeting with Mike and Jon. 


| didn't speak to him in person, only via e-mail, and phone calls from his management company, but with the 
day came for the meeting, Mike wanted me in with them to take notes and such. | was beyond excited, but | 
tamped down the fan girl in me and dressed very carefully in a dark blue pencil skirt with a matching jacket 
and a dark purple blouse that brought out the green of my eyes and red highlights of my chestnut hair. | 
styled my hair very simply in a half up style so that my hair wouldn't fall in my eyes yet left the back down 


to fall in waves to the middle of my shoulders. 


| sat at my desk a nervous wreck for the entire morning! | couldn't eat lunch as my stomach was tied up in 
knots just waiting for 2pm to roll around. | had loved Bon Jovi since 1184. As a teenager | did some outrageous 
things to try and meet the band at the concerts I'd attended. | went back to where the equipment was loaded 
from and talked to the security guards. Begged members of the road crew to take my camera backstage and 
get some pictures, and even went as far as to offer to date one of the roadies if he could get me and my 
friend back stage to meet Jon! Nothing had worked. Today | would meet the man himself! | had on a pendant 
that | wore to every single Bon Jovi concert; a replica of their ‘Slippery When Wet logo. Of course it was 
cheaply made out of base metal plated with silver, but | treasured it. | had it on a chain hidden under my 
blouse and just before the meeting time, | touched it, closed my eyes, drew in a deep breath to calm my 


racing heart, and waited for his arrival. 


When the receptionist called to say that Jon Bon Jovi was there, | stood, straightened my skirt, took another 


deep calming breath, and went out to greet him. 


With a smile pasted on my face that | hoped didn't seem disingenuous, | stopped in front of him and shook his 
hand. "I'm so glad that you could find the time to meet with us, Mr. Bongiovi," | said, my voice little more than 
a whisper to my ears. Oh my lord, the man was even more gorgeous in person than he was in all of the 
articles and videos | had seen. his white teeth flashed in a smile as he rose to his feet and grasped my hand. 


Heat seemed to race up my arm and | felt my knees shake a little. 


"My pleasure, | am looking forward to talking with Mr. Williams about this opportunity," he replied with a smile 
that seemed so intimate and genuine that if | were in any other situation, | would have melted into a puddle of 
goo at his feet. 

"Right this way," | said and turned to lead him into the office and introduce him to Mike. 

All through the meeting, | could hardly believe that | was listening to this man talk | didn't hear the words, but 
| did have the forethought to tape the meeting knowing that | would probably be more than a little star- 
struck. | slowly became aware that he wasn't just a singer. He was a brilliant businessman and my admiration 


for him grew. 


Our little firm won the bid to help with his foundation to build the houses and as a result | was in contact 
more and more with the singer. 


One afternoon, on a day where nothing was going right and | was just about to pull out my hair in sheer 
frustration, my phone rang and in a slightly frazzled tone | answered. 


‘Laura, you sound stressed," can the deep sexy voice | had come to recognize as Jon's. It was on the tip of my 
tongue to answer with a ‘Gee, | wonder why! but instead | merely said that it was nice to hear from him 


again. Professional. 


"| would like to meet with you over dinner to discuss the plans for the Sbth Street homes, if you're available?" 


he asked. 

'D-d-dinner?" | didn't usually stutter, but that was most unexpected 

"Yeah, you go to a restaurant and have food. | highly recommend that" There was laughter in his voice. 
"| . that would be lovely .. but .. lve never... 

"Don't tell me that you have never been asked out to dinner before" 

"Not by a client” 

"Is that all | am to you?" he asked his tone taking on a different quality 

"Mr. Bon." 

"Jon, call me Jon," he interrupted 


"Jon." my voice trailed off. 


"I will pick you up at six," he said. 


"L. that would be lovely, thank you." My face burned and | was immensely glad that he couldn't see me at 


that moment. 
"Dress casual," he instructed. "Oh and I'll need your address." 


| gave him my address and when the connection was closed, | sat back in my chair both terrified and 


exhilarated at the same time. 


| didn't care that it was only 3:30, | made my own hours so | left and hurried home to change and prepare for 


a dinner date with one of the sexiest, most talented, and sweetest men | have ever had the pleasure to meet. 


He arrived at exactly six. | opened my door and | forgot to breathe. He stood there dressed in a pair of jeans 
and a black tee shirt. He had on the same necklace that I'd seen him wear in countless photos and at concerts. 


His dark blonde hair had an artfully wind blown look to it and he had sunglasses over his sky blue eyes. 


He reached up to move his sunglasses up and slowly those eyes of his slowly swept over my body like a 
lover's caress. "You look amazing Laura, and remember, I'm not Mr. Bongiovi, It's Jon" 


| could feel my cheeks burn in a blush and | lowered my eyes. "Thank you, you look pretty great yourself" 


"Ready?" he asked holding out his hand for mine. | reached back to grab the door knob and pulled the front 
door closed before laying my hand in his. He brought my hand up to his lips to place a sweet yet searing kiss 
on the back before leading me to his car. | didn't know what to expect, but for some reason | hadn't expected 
the sedate looking black Mercedes that he handed me into. It was the most beautiful car | had ever been in! 
Plush black leather seats and all the bells and whistles. He slid his lean frame into the driver's seat and 
switched on the ignition 


| didn't know where he might be taking me for dinner and | actually didn’t really care. | just reveled in his 


presence and took in the the abnormal normalcy of this particular date. 

"So tell me about yourself," he said shifting slightly in his seat. His right hand was draped casually over the 
steering wheel, his left arm rested on top of the open window. The wind rushed through his hair from the 
opened window and sunroof. The sun was warm for that early May evening but not so hot as to need the air 
conditioning. 

‘Oh, there isn't much to tell really. You know where | work." | trailed off. 


"Did you grow up here?" he asked. 


"No, we moved here from Washington State, Vancouver area in ‘90," | replied "My father is an English Lit 
professor and was offered a job at Rutgers in their English Department, so we moved out here. After | 


graduated, | moved to the South River area" 

"You have siblings?" 

"One, an older brother who is in the Air Force. He's a medic stationed in San Antonio." 

He glanced at my profile noting the tone of my voice. "You miss him, don't you?" 

| looked at him, "Yes, he and Dad are all | have. My mom died when | was six. Drunk driver." | still felt her loss 
so strongly even after almost 20 years. | shrugged. "Anyway, what about you? What is there to know that 
hasn't already been reported?" 

He chuckled, "Oh that was a smooth segue." 

"| thought so," | grinned. 

We laughed and talked until we arrived at the restaurant. When | got a good look at the very fancy place we 
stopped in front of, | looked in horror at the nice yet hardly new black jeans and dark blue sleeveless top | had 
chosen. "| thought you said dress casual!" 


"| did. | dressed casual. You look great." 


"But this is Nicholas .. one of the most exclusive restaurants in the state!" Good lord | didn't want to 
embarrass myself or Jor! 


"Relax sweetheart, it'll be fine." 


His endearment caused me to pause for a moment but then | shook it off, it was probably what he called 


everyone. 


He was expected and the maitre ds didn't even bat an eye at our dress. He seated us in an intimate room at a 
table that was beautifully set. We sat down in plush high backed chairs and the view from the leaded glass 


window was spectacular. 


"This is stunningly beautiful," | said in awe as | glanced out the window into the courtyard filled with late spring 


blooms of every color of the rainbow. 
"Yes, stunning,” he said not looking at the scene outside. 
Our meal was ordered along with a lovely wine and we talked about everything but what he said we were 


there to talk about. Finally | sat back a little at the waiter took away our dinner plates in preparation for 
dessert. "| thought you wanted to talk about the 5Tth Street houses." 


"Oh | do, but just not now. | would rather talk about you." 


"Me? I've told you just about everything," | chuckled. "Unlike you, I've never been out of the country, unless 


you call a weekend in Vancouver, BC. to attend a convention ‘out of the country." 
"Canada is out of the country," he dabbed at his lips just as the waited brought us Crème brûlée. 


"Oh! | adore Crème brûlée," | said eyes wide with delight as | picked up my spoon to break through the sugary 
crust of the dessert. 


"| can see that!" he laughed. "So no other countries?" 


| shook my head. "Nope not yet anyway, someday." | closed my eyes in sheer delight. It was heaven in my 


mouth. 
Jon chuckled noting my reaction to the dessert. "Do you like travelling?" 


"I'd love to see the world and experience different cultures! I've always wanted to go to Europe, immerse 


myself in the history over there." 

"There is a lot of history to experience," he agreed. 

We spoke of some of the things we'd done, different jobs we'd had. "I've always wondered what a concert is like 
from your point of view. Feel what it's like to have thousands of people cheer for you and appreciate what 
you're giving to them. "| have experienced on a smaller scale in high school and when | was in Sweet Adelines, 
but unless you're in a quartet, you're singing along with a lot of other women, not quite the same thing as 
what you do." 

"You're a musician?" he said asked. 


"| graduated with a Masters in Music and a minor in Theater Arts from Mason Gross School of the Arts." 


Impressed, he sat back and had a thoughtful look on his handsome face. "So you sing, do you play an 


instrument?" 


"Piano and l'm fiddling around with the guitar, but mostly | sing." | blushed quite deeply recalling that for the 
performance portion of my degree, | had done two of my favorite Bon Jovi songs; ‘Always’ and ‘Keep The Faith’. 


"What are you thinking to cause that lovely shade of red?" he asked. 
"| was just .. recalling that | did two Bon Jovi songs for the performance portion of my degree program last 


year. | did ‘Always’ and ‘Keep the Faith’. Then | chose ‘Seven Bridges Road by the Eagles with four of my 


friends." 


Jon's eyebrow arched over his blue eyes. "Seven Bridges Road with five part harmony? | would love to have 


heard that." 


| had the recording but | wasn't sure | was ready for him to hear me sing. After all, he was a professional. 


Degrees and education is all fine and dandy, but it doesn't mean a whole lot without experience. 


We lingered talking over dessert and wine until he regretfully said that he had an early start the next day. 
Then suddenly, he stood, caught my hand and pulled me close. "| don't want this to end" 


My breath caught in my throat. "Neither do |," | said shyly. | was 26 years old but had never been in any kind 
of relationship. He was 30 and an international rock star. He probably had scores of girlfriends all over the 


world and millions of fans. "But, | am not a groupie Jon" 


| know that," he said obviously knowing what was going through my mind. "I don't work that way." His eyes 


were smoldering and | could feel the electricity building between us as he gazed into my eyes. 
"Good, because | really like you and .." 


"Laura shut up and kiss me," he leaned down and took my lips with his in a sweet tentative kiss. Then his 
fingers sank into my hair and he deepened the kiss. 


FKE 


"Hey, you okay sweetheart?" his voice brought me out of my memories. He smiled at me and kissed my cheek 


before looping his arm about my waist. 
"Never better, just thinking." 


We walked out into the bright sunshine and almost immediately he was surrounded by adoring fans, mostly 
female. He smiled and signed autographs, took pictures, and spoke to the women that looked at him with such 
naked adoration and lust that | had to turn away. It always scared me that he'd meet ‘the’ one and | would lose 
him forever. | hated it when he left for months at a time on tour as he was preparing to do. He'd only just 
returned from a three month run, and he'd been away most of the first year we dated. | knew that | probably 
only had a short time with him and | wouldn't begrudge him of his job or the .. perks that came with it. 


Finally finished with his fans he rejoined me. He wrapped his arms about my waist and pulled me against his 
broad chest leaning his head against mine and kissed the top of my head. "Tell me what you're thinking," he 


murmured into my hair. 


| shrugged and turned to face him. | toyed with his necklace. "I was just thinking that we've been seeing each 


other for almost two years. | can hardly believe time has gone by so fast" 


"That isn't everything though, is it?" he asked gently. My eyes dropped lower. He placed one long finger under 
my chin and gently tilted my head up so that our eyes met. "Sweetheart, please talk to me. | hate to see those 


green eyes of yours shadowed and sad." 

It's stupid,” | said softly. 

Lori, your feelings are not stupid. Please tell me? If you don't I'll just have to write another song for you." 
My eyes widened, "*Another® song??" 


"Who do you think | wrote ‘Shut Up And Kiss Me' for?" he laughed. Then he laughed more when my cheeks 
flared bright red. "Then there is ‘Every Beat Of My Heart, and a few others." 


"Oh lord .." 
"l'm a songwriter, it's what | do," he chuckled again and hugged me tightly. "Come on and walk with me." 


We were close to the beach and it was a glorious day. It was warm and just breezy enough for it to be 


comfortable and refreshing. 


He waited patiently as | formulated in my head what | wanted to tell him. "Jon, | know who we both are. l'm a 
simple girl. | know that there are thousands of beautiful women out there just waiting to tear off your clothes 
and give you everything you want." | looked at his profile and knew that he wanted to say something but he 
waited for me to have my say. "You know, | did something that | swore to myself | wouldn't do when | first 


met you." 
"What was that?" 


| swore that | wouldn't fall in love with you." | did't drop my gaze, but looked into his eyes allowing him to see 


my true feelings. 


It was said so softly that at first he wasn't sure he heard. He took my hand and pulled me behind a stand of 
shrubs that blocked the breeze as well as intrusive eyes. "What did you just say?" 


Normally a shy person, | choose not to open up myself to anyone but those close to me. | took a breath and 
raised my eyes to meet his. "I said that | have fallen in love with you. Girls say that all the time to you, but | 


have never said that to anyone and meant it with my whole heart.. until now." 


Jon seemed to be weighing his own words. "Sweetheart, you are right. The guys and | do have women all trying 
to get at us all the time. It's flattering at first to think that all these people want to be your friend, and most 
of them are honest people that love the music we play. That is part of why we love doing what we do. Then 
there are the other people out there that want what they think we can give them; money, fame, status ... or 


whatever. | don't want that. What | want is someone that wants *me**. John Francis Bongiovi Jr. the man, not 


the rock star." 


"| fell in love with the image when | was a teenager, just like all the other girls did But | got to know the man 
behind the superstar rocker. | still adore the rock star and always will, but it's the man that stole my heart 
and soul. | hate to be cliche, but | am complete when | am with you." | put it all on the line, leaving myself wide 


open for him to scoff at or treasure. 


"You know, you are going to have to stop stealing all the good lines here if we are going to stay together. | do 


have a reputation to keep up, ya know.’ 
He was teasing, | could see it in his eyes. He grinned, | snorted a giggle then we both burst out in laughter. 


‘| will let you in on a little secret, | fell in love with you when we pulled up to the restaurant and you looked 


like you wanted to tear my head from my body." 
"| did want to! Going to a place like that with jeans and sandals?" 
"We survived didn't we?" 


| laughed again and when we settled down, knees weak from joy and laughter, we sank into the warm sand, | sat 


between his legs and his arms about me. 


Jon's cheek rested against mine. "I said that one day | would show you the world Come with me sweetheart, 
come on tour and let me show you my world" Then he leaned over and kissed me with such searing passion 


that took my breath away. 


To this day, all my darling husband of 29 years as to do is look at me with those summer blue eyes and a 
quirk of his brow and | melt into a puddle of goo. 


